	“One-Eyed Jack, come in One-Eyed Jack. Do you read me?” 

	Lincoln Loud clutched the walkie-talkie in hand, whispering into the speaker box. The white haired boy was donned in the attire of his favorite caped crusader, the one and only Ace Savvy. It was the same recycled outfit he planned to wear to the convention a while back but never got the chance. Blue towel-cape, crimson undies, yellow wristbands and all. This year’s Halloween was the perfect opportunity to give his costume the love and time of night it deserved. He was dead set on getting his money’s worth out of it. Candy was more this kid’s goal however. “Savvy here, how are things going down on Mapledale Road? Have you gathered up a hefty haul of delicious sweets so far?”

	“I read you loud and clear Loud. Oops, I mean Savvy,” The plucky sidekick radioed in. “Mapledale has exceeded expectations to say the least. I scored 3 Mondo Choco bars and a whole bunch of Balloon Heads! I’m not kidding when I say that this is gonna be the greatest Halloween ever! How are things going on your end?”

	Lincoln stopped dead in his tracks for a brief moment. He placed his bag on the floor to survey his current goods. The crushing disappointment that was his sorry excuse for a candy sack said more than Lincoln ever could. A couple kernels of candy corn, a granny-smith apple and a garden rock were all the spoils he had reaped so far. “Not so good Jack, not so good. I thought I’d have much more by this hour. Glad to hear things are working out for you but I’ve really gotta step up my game!”

	“What was that Ace?” Lincoln could barely make out Clyde’s garbled response. “Sorry, I took a break to chow down on some of my sweets. It’s all SOOOO good. The cavities will totally be worth it!”

	Lincoln rolled his eyes in envy. What he wouldn’t give to sink his teeth into some delicious, teeth-rotting, sucrose-filled confections right then and there. He knew he was going to have to work for it though. After all, Halloween candy wasn’t something people just gave away!

	“You know Jack, I think a change of venue is in order,” Lincoln responded, massaging his chin in deep thought. “Continue the current route, we’ll met up in one hour at your house like we scheduled to compare—”

	“Nice undies lame-o, how hide do they ride?”
	Lincoln’s conversation was cut short by a passive-aggressive interruption that was clearly addressed at him. The boy winced, his face scrunching up like a dry sponge almost instantly. Only one person ever referred to him by that familiar, condescending nickname. Lincoln smashed the button on his walkie-talkie. “Clyde, I’m gonna have to call you back. Continue your business.”

	“Well alright, but no more breaking character! We talked about this all—” Clyde’s voice was cut off as Lincoln removed his thumb from the receiver button. The boy begrudgingly turned around to greet his not-so-secret nuisance of a crush.

	“It’s nice to see you too Ronnie Anne. Are you having… a spooky…” Lincoln’s words became stilted and flat as they were dragged out. The teasing expression he had prepared for her melted into one of sheer dumbfoundedness. “...Halloween?” Lincoln had completely froze up. What put the boy in his place was not Ronnie Anne herself, but the costume she wore. If he could call it wearing, anyways.

	Positioned atop Ronnie was a lavender headband, adorned with a set of furry, pointed ears reminiscent of a feral beast. A pair of fluffy wristbands put Lincoln’s own to shame and only accentuated her smooth, bare arms. The grey socks hiked up her ankles came coupled with a matching pair of flat tops. The urban twist was a nice touch. Just a spot of black eye shadow on the nose really brought out the inner canine in her. What really caught the intrigued boy’s eye was the main portion of her costume. The young latina sported a grey, form-fitting leotard that contoured to her pubescent body. If he didn’t know any better, Lincoln would have sworn she was wearing nothing at all. The lack of proper bottoms nearly confirmed his suspicions. Nearly. A fluff of fur was connected to the back of the leotard, protruding out just over her almost completely exposed rear end. It was a side of the girl Lincoln had never seen before. He definitely wouldn’t mind seeing it again and again.

	The fierce firecracker stood tall, legs firmly planted and arms crossed in superiority. The sharp attitude she exuded was further exacerbated by the smug smirk draped across her face. The raised brow was just the cherry on top that brought her entire ensemble together.

	“Happy Halloween Savvy,” Ronnie Anne said in a snide tone that was very becoming of her.  “You score anything good yet?”

	“Score? OH YOU MEAN LIKE CANDY RIGHT,” Lincoln tripped over his words. For some reason, Ronnie’s mere presence seemed to put him on edge. He didn’t understand why though. He wasn’t so anxious when he saw her at school earlier in the day. The budding boy was racking his mind over it as he tried to hold a conversation with her. “I don’t really have a whole lot at the moment. I was just about to head a few blocks down and—”

	Not satisfied with Lincoln’s answer, Ronnie Anne wanted a look for herself. The intimidating wolf sashayed on over to her caped comrade, still wearing her trademark smirk. The white haired boy let his eyes wander for a bit. He watched nervously as Ronnie Anne approached him, her young hips and thighs swaying just ever so slightly. The lass bent down behind Lincoln, opening the candy bag that rested on the floor.

	“Wow dude, is that seriously all you got?” The lass ridiculed Lincoln’s pitiful amount of candy. Ronnie Anne’s condescending words flowed through the boy’s ear and out the other. He was far too focused on the bountiful booty before him. Lincoln marveled in silence, twiddling his fingers. Ronnie Anne buried her head deeper into Lincoln’s sack, attempting to see if there was more to his collection than appeared. The young girl’s hips jostled back and forth as she rummaged through the bag. Her tantalizing tush was practically thrusting out at the lad. The long tuft of a tail swayed in unison with Ronnie’s body, enticing the adolescent like a beckoning finger. The wolf was completely unaware of the power its tight bottom held over the hero. “What have you been doing all night, picking daisies or something?”

	“No! I just haven’t hit my stride yet,” Lincoln averted his gaze from the temptation. He watched the passing trick-or-treaters come and go. It helped to take his mind off of things. “I bet by the end of the night I’ll have way more candy than you!”

	“Not if we just keep standing around talking you won’t,” Ronnie hoisted her pillowcase full of treats over her shoulder.  She gave the bag a shake in Lincoln’s face, emphasizing just how much more she had than him. “The sun will be going down soon, let’s move.”

	“Move? Move where?” Lincoln’s gaze shifted back to Ronnie Anne. He was determined not to let her be a distraction any longer.

	“Where do you think?” The buck-toothed girl scoffed. “We’re heading on down to Shallowpool Lane!”

	“Shallowpool Lane?” Lincoln felt his testicles recede into his gut. “You mean that one dead end street down near the Royal Woods Forest? The same Shallowpool Lane where that cult of creeps supposedly did all those unspeakable, inhumane acts on kidnapped hostages?”

	“That’s the one alright,” Ronnie Anne raised a finger. She seemed a bit too enthusiastic about all this. “You’re not SCAAAARED, are you Lincoln?”

	Lincoln wasn’t frightened one bit about Shallowpool’s history. If anything he was more frightened about the trouble he’d get into if his parents or sisters found out. He promised not to stray too far from home. Then again it WAS Halloween. Excitement, adventures, and spooks were what the night was all about. Besides, he felt particularly motivated tonight. He couldn’t let Ronnie Anne show him up. “In your dreams! Lead the way Santiago.”

	“Now that’s the festive spirit I like to see,” Ronnie shot a finger and a wink at her newly acquired trick-or-treating partner. The thrilled girl grabbed a hold of Lincoln’s hand and began dragging the boy down the sidewalk. “We’re gonna snag so much candy from all the rich folks on that street. Better not wimp out on me dude!”

	“Ouch not so hard Ronnie Anne, I bruise easy!” Lincoln endured the pain; it wasn’t anything he couldn’t handle. Besides, the vantage of Ronnie’s backside from his perspective was just to die for. Every step and pounce of their bodies down the street brought the 11 year old on the cusp of adolescence a bit of joy. A surge of excitement filled every fiber of his 1000 thread count undies. God, how he loved Halloween.

* * *

	After a good 10 minutes of walking and staring at Ronnie Anne’s ass, Lincoln found himself entering unfamiliar grounds. A series of golden-red, towering oak trees loomed over the relatively ritzy neighborhood. The Royal Woods Forest could be seen not too far off in the distance. Even the wandering trick-or-treaters had fancier, higher quality costumes. Lincoln was impressed to say the least. It wasn’t high class but it was definitely a step up from where he hailed. ‘Living here must have been like heaven’ the boy thought to himself as he turned on to Shallowpool.

	A long, lively street bustling with kids and parents greeted the two outsiders. The cul-de-sac at the end was a trading ground for kids looking to exchange and share their treats like a kiddie stock market. Shallowpool wasn’t at all the road to Hell Lincoln was expecting it to be. It was rather warm and inviting. 

	Lincoln’s sugar-craving mind began to race. He couldn’t even begin to fathom the types of candy people gave out around these parts. They were probably imported from Belgium and wrapped in solid gold foil. Lincoln bit his lips. The boy was salivating up a torrent at this point. Clyde was going to be so jealous of his haul.

	“Pretty snazzy, huh?” Ronnie Anne nudged Lincoln with her elbow, snapping him out of his trance. “Alright enough gawking lame-o, we got some trick-or-treating to do.”

	Lincoln gripped his empty bag and followed Ronnie Anne’s lead. What happened earlier happened again and again as the night continued. He constantly found himself mesmerized by the dark skinned girl he had come to know as more than a pal but less than a girlfriend. Her surprisingly revealing outfit stirred more than a few new feelings within the boy. Even the steadily increasing collection of confections he amassed paled in comparison to the real treat in front of him.

	“Hey Linc check out this place,” Ronnie Anne pointed to the lofty abode at the distal end of the street. To call it a house would simply be an insult to the owner. The roman styled support pillars and topiary really spoke a lot about the exuberance and value of it all. Ronnie hated it. “Talk about overcompensating, am I right? I bet whoever owns this eyesore has something rad to give out!”

	“I think we finally hit the jackpot,” Lincoln dropped his now hefty bag to the floor and wiped a bit of sweat from his brow. He nearly keeled over from the exhaustion of lugging all that weight around.  On the bright side, he’d be the envy of all his siblings. Their jealousy would taste even sweeter than all his candy. “I’m not sure how much more my bag can hold though.”

	“Seriously,” Ronnie Anne shared his sentiment. She placed her pillowcase on the floor and got down on one knee. “Check out everything I got so far. This junk is gonna take me months to finish!” The wolf opened up her luggage, showing it off to her partner.

	Lincoln’s gaze went from the ground directly to Ronnie’s bag but only for a moment. Now mere inches from the rowdy girl, Lincoln’s eyes took a quick detour. His vision was locked on to Ronnie Anne’s slender torso. From up close he could really see how that tight leotard showed off more than he could have ever anticipated. From the indent of her belly button to the curves of her collar bone, it left very little to the imagination. ‘What was that though’ the intrigued Loud thought, narrowing his eyes while trying not to come off as a creepy staring weirdo.

	“…and I’ve got about a dozen of these but they’re pretty gross so I guess I’ll throw them at my bro when he isn’t…” Ronnie Anne continued to drone on about her spoils, unaware that she had lost the boy’s attention. Well, with her words at least.

	“You don’t say,” Lincoln murmured in a monotone voice, feigning interest in the conversation. His eyes nearly bulged out of their sockets when he pieced together just what he was looking at. A set of cute, underdeveloped nipples rose out from under the girl’s outfit. He wasn’t even aware she had those! It seems the chilly evening air was finally getting to her and it clearly showed. And then there was that spot downstairs. He had seen it before when he gave his little sister’s baths but this was something entirely new. The way the leotard formed to her body in that particular spot was something he couldn’t even begin to describe with his 11 year old mind. He could make out the smallest hint of a slit between those brown thighs, covered by the thin layer of polyester she wore. The boy was so mesmerized by the wolf’s delicious blossoming body. He had pretty much forgone any and all subtlety he carried up to that point.

	Ronnie Anne stared at Lincoln with a deadpan expression that hid her smug grin and true desires. The idiotic boy couldn’t bring himself to stop thinking with his dick for even a moment around her. Santiago wasn’t a fool either; she was privy to Lincoln’s lecherous ogles and stares throughout the whole night. She’d be lying if she said she didn’t enjoy it a bit.

	Who was she kidding; Ronnie Anne loved the attention he was giving her although she’d never admit it. Sitting on the edge of puberty really changed her view on sexuality. It was a scary new world but one she found challenging and exciting. Channeling her newfound sensuality and rebellious attitude, a rather ferocious and libidinous beast emerged from the shadows on this night of horrors. It wasn’t a coincidence that she bumped into Lincoln either. This predator had her eye on the prize, stalking her unsuspecting prey from the moment he left home. All she had to do was wait for the right moment to pounce.

	That deadpan stare of hers didn’t last long though. Ronnie’s expression morphed into one of shock when her gaze shifted south. It seemed her controversial costume wasn’t the only thing getting a response. Lincoln made a half-assed attempt to hide his shame, shifting his knee about to censor himself. Even through 2 pairs of undies and his thick red pants, it was hard not to notice. Hell, it was hard in general. The platinum haired boy was sporting enough wood to fill a lumberyard. Ronnie Anne gave into her hypocritical tendencies and stared back like the wild animal she cosplayed.

	For a brief moment, the two preteens remained kneeled on the sidewalk, acknowledging one another’s growing bodies in silence. The tension mounted and neither one could bring themselves to speak up. Luckily, neither of them had to make that decision.

	“Ouchie,” An overexcited trick-or-treater, a little girl no older than 6, expressed her discomfort upon bumping into Lincoln. “Sorry mister!” As quickly as she entered the scene, she was gone, eager to resume her night.

	Lincoln Loud, taken off guard by the collision, nearly toppled forward on to his partner in an embarrassing and awkward display. The accident did a decent job at bringing their wandering minds back home.

	Ronnie blushed fervently, mistaking Lincoln’s actions for a particularly forward advancement. It was a lot like that time at Jean Juan’s. She liked it when he took charge. Thank god the sun had set.  If Linc saw how flushed Ronnie was in the face, she’d have to wallop him until he was a matching shade of red.

	“Oh sorry Ronnie Anne,” Lincoln attempted to play it cool, realizing just how much of a spazz he was being throughout the night. He stood up tall and proud, paying no mind to his prominent bulge. If he said nothing, maybe she wouldn’t either. “Come on, let’s stop standing around and score some more candy while the night is still young. That big manor has our name on it!”

	Ronnie Anne pulled herself up and stared at Lincoln as he marched on ahead. The wily wolf had a serious case of butterflies in her stomach. No amount of candy she consumed would quell their fluttering and sate her sweet tooth. “You know Lincoln, I think I’m done for the night. I don’t really feel like trick-or-treating anymore.”

	Lincoln screeched to a halt. He knew what he heard, he just couldn’t believe it. “W-what? But Ronnie Anne there’s still plenty of time and we really hit the mother-load here on Shallowpool. We didn’t even check out the gaudy mansion we were talking about!”

	“It’s no big deal,” The girl hoisted up her bag of sweets and retreaded her steps down the street. “Besides, I’ve got more candy than I know what to do with.”

	Lincoln could definitely read the air. Something was bothering the girl, perhaps even upsetting her. It wasn’t his fault, was it? He hadn’t done something to offend her, had he? Of course it was, she probably saw him staring at her like that creepy old man who hangs around the school playground. Lincoln thought he knew how to deal with women what with his upbringing. He thought he had it down with Ronnie Anne. It seemed the spirits of Halloween were not there to haunt but to assure his lack of knowledge and immaturity on the matter.

	“Well are you coming or what?” Santiago turned back to Lincoln, offering the type of smug, reassuring grin that he had come to know her for.  He at least had the courtesy to look her in the face this time around. It put him at ease a bit.

	“Yeah, wait up,” Lincoln hurried to catch up with his partner. She didn’t seem furious and that alone was a breath of relief. “It is getting kind of late too. I promised my parents I’d be home by 8:00 anyways.”

	“Whoa, don’t tell me you’re calling it quits so soon,” The mischievous little missy added. “It’s still Halloween dude, the fun doesn’t end just because it got a little dark!”

	“What are you getting at Ronnie Anne?” The perplexed Loud inquired as he reached into his bag. A Knick-Knack was pulled out, a small crispy wafer bar coated in delicious milk chocolate. Linc loved the satisfying crunch and how it melted in his mouth over time.  If he knew the meaning of the word, he’d describe it as orgasmic. “Was there something else you had planned?”

	“Well DUH,” Ronnie Anne’s arrogance shone through her playful response. It was rather endearing. “There’s this place I heard about that I wanted to check out. You coming lame-o or am I gonna have to drag you along by the briefs?”

	Lincoln lifted up his wristband and read his watch. There was still about a half an hour before he had to head home. He’d be cutting it close but hey, it was Halloween! Lincoln loved using that excuse to justify his actions. Shame he could only play it once a year. 

	“I guess I can tag along for a little bit,” Lincoln sarcastically replied, trying to seem cool. “Lead the way, Big Bad Wolf!”

	Ronnie Anne’s grin stretched across her face from ear to ear. She was quite pleased by the boy’s answer to say the least. “Alright Ace, you’ve got more guts than I took ya for. Let’s see how long you last when we get there. You’ll be so frightened that you’ll wet both pairs of undies!”

* * *

	A short distance from Shallowpool, less than a 15 minute walk away, was the location Ronnie Anne led Lincoln to. Up a nearby incline was a faint dirt road that deviated from the main street. It was an unsettling find that Lincoln had never seen before. It was a place where the oak trees grew thick and the streetlights grew scarce. A cold fog accompanied the unsettling locale that filled all who delved in with a sense of dread. A bizarre strip of abandoned road that no trick-or-treaters dared venture near. Like a spot of land, rejected by society and even the world. A rickety old sign, a testament of time, worn from the weather greeted the 2 approaching kids.

ROYAL OAKS FOREST 
Est. 1903

	Lincoln was absolutely astonished by what he was seeing. The place sure did live up to its name. It was an intimidating sight that made the already tiny kid feel miniscule in the grand scheme of things. Mouth slack open like a dimwitted hillbilly, the terrified kid felt every hair on his pubescent body stand up. He gripped his bag and gulped.

	Ronnie Anne shined a small flashlight that pierced through the darkness and illuminated the passage ahead. Her eyes quickly glanced from the path ahead over to Lincoln. The white haired boy looked like he had seen a white haired ghost. His expression spoke a thousand words and then some. She was laughing internally, eating up every bit of her partner’s priceless reaction.

	“Something wrong Lincoln,” Ronnie’s voice broke the disturbing silence that plagued them. “You act like you’ve never been near the Royal Oaks Forest before.”

	“Well I haven’t really,” The nervous lad spoke up, trying to suppress his chattering teeth. “I was always told to stay away from it for some reason. Now I see why. This place is giving me the creeps.”

	“Don’t tell me you’re actually scared dude,” Santiago took the given opportunity to poke Lincoln’s buttons. “I thought you were tougher than that!”

	Lincoln had been called out and he damn well knew it. This wolf was trying to get his goat and to be honest, she had her paws around its neck. He knew not to fuel the fire but this Loud wasn’t humble enough for that.

	“Pssssh. As if!” The boy dismissed Ronnie Anne and her teasing words with a wave of the palm. “I’ve seen scarier sights in my sister’s rooms. This is no big deal!”

	“Then what are you waiting for lame-o? Let’s see what’s inside.” 

	Lincoln felt his heart drop like a dirty squealer in a pair of cement shoes.  Typical Ronnie Anne. He should have seen that dare coming from a mile away.  He really didn’t want to set one foot in that hellhole but something compelled him otherwise. Maybe it was the low shot at his pride. Maybe it was the concern for his friend’s safety. Maybe it was the way she shook her little brown booty in his direction, coaxing him in like a dog being thrown a bone. Yeah, that must have been it.

	 “There’s nothing to be afraid of Loud, Hunter Spector trained you for moments like this!” The boy whispered under his cold, visible breath. Lincoln adjusted his inner undies and hiked the outer ones up. The boy took a deep breath, clutching his bag of candy for dear life. With one last glance at the deserted street behind him, he took his first steps down the narrow dirt road into darkness.

	As the two kids aimlessly ventured down the path, navigating between the trees, Lincoln could feel his heart rate increase. Their only company was the overwhelming darkness and the occasional hooting owl. The sound of their footsteps against the fallen leaves and branches bounced around and echoed through the forest. It only further frightened the boy. No place on Earth should be subjected to this much silence. It was unnatural.

	“Isn’t this place the coolest Lincoln,” Ronnie enjoyed their spooky trek, marveling at everything her light focused on. “I love the chills this place is giving me!”

	“Y-yeah, it’s pretty cool I guess.” Lincoln didn’t share her excitement. He walked an inch behind Ronnie Anne, doing his best to think about happier things. The terrified lad was beginning to break out in a cold sweat. He could swear he felt the presence of someone, or something, breathing down the nape of his neck. The goosebumps popped up and the heavy breathing followed. He wanted desperately to get out of dodge but he didn’t want Ronnie Anne to think ill of him. ‘Suck it up Lincoln, it’s just some trees and a little darkness there’s nothing to be afraid of’ he repeated to himself in his mind. Lincoln clenched his eyes shut but just for a moment. They reopened upon bumping into Ronnie Anne, who had stopped dead in her tracks for some reason.

	“Hey lame-o, check this out.” Ronnie lowered her light, feeling no real need to point out what she was talking about. 

	“Whoooooa…” Lincoln’s interest was piqued instantly. The boy tilted his head and took a cautious step forward. 

	The dirt path withered out but not before leading the two thrill seeking trick-or-treaters to a spot they never expected to find. The mighty oak trees had grown distant and the heavy shadows dissipated slightly. Lincoln and Ronnie Anne stepped out into a barren plain, a small haven from the swerving maze of oak that surrounded it. What really caught their attention was a sole stump positioned in the center of the field. 

	An unusual sight was made mystical by the radiant moonlight shining down upon it. It was like a huge magnifying glass pierced through the night sky just to focus on this specific spot in the forest. A blue aura filled the plain or at least seemed to. Lincoln couldn’t tell if he was seeing things or not. The whole scene seemed like something out of a fairy tale to him. It was an otherworldly experience.

	“Pretty awesome, huh Lincoln?” Ronnie Anne sauntered over for a closer look. She placed her palms across the top of the wood, bending her torso over slightly in the process. Lincoln found himself enticed once again. He REALLY wanted to see that stump for some reason. “I bet this was the stump those cult members used to offer sacrifices during their weird rituals. Look you can even see streaks of blood on the wood here! That’s so sick.”

	The fascinated wolf was amused. Lincoln himself was amused by her amusement. It was all very amusing. Lincoln stepped forward into the field and joined Ronnie Anne at the stump. “I’m PRETTY sure that’s just tree sap Ronnie Anne.” 

	“Aw man it is just tree sap,” The flustered girl crossed her arms and huffed in disappointment. “Way to spoil my fun lame-o!”

	Lincoln chuckled at the turn of events. Something about this location was surprisingly relaxing. It filled the boy with a warm sensation unlike any other. He had nearly forgotten the pants-shitting terror he had experienced moments earlier. He almost forgot that he was even in a dark, creepy forest for a moment. 

	“It is pretty strange that there’s this field out in the middle of the forest with a peculiar stump in the center. I wonder what its story is,” The white haired boy placed his palm atop the stump, running his fingers along its many rings and ridges. Just from a glance one could tell that it was a once a mighty tree, unrivaled in this thick forest. Lincoln wished he could have seen it in its prime. “Is this what you wanted to see Ronnie Anne? Ronnie Anne?”

	Lincoln shifted his glance to his partner but something bothered him immensely. Ronnie Anne was nowhere to be seen. In the blink of an eye, the troublesome tomboy had vanished into thin air. Lincoln scratched his head, baffled by her disappearance. His eyes scouted the immediate area but he couldn’t see much at this hour.

	“Ha ha real funny Ronnie Anne, you can come out now. You’re not scaring me!” Lincoln’s words called out into the darkness, echoing the false courage he tried to uphold. There was no reply. The boy pouted his lips in annoyance. His impatient foot tapped against the dirt floor. So that’s how she was going to be. In the open clearing there wasn’t anywhere for the playful wolf to go into hiding. Savvy had no real leads to go on. He felt totally powerless. He would not allow himself to show weakness though. Ronnie Anne was just waiting for him to let his guard down, trying to plant a seed of fear so she can harvest it with a mighty, unsuspecting jump-scare. Lincoln knew that much.

	*SCRATCH SCRATCH*

	Lincoln’s head spun with such speed that he nearly broke his own neck. The sound of leaves rustling instantly caught his attention. Even in the darkness he could barely make out something dashing about in the shadows behind the trees, circling the field as well as the boy.

	“I KNOW THAT’S YOU RONNIE ANNE YOU’RE GONNA HAVE TO TRY HARDER THAN THAT,” Lincoln desperately shouted at the top of his lungs. The high pitched shriek and fluttering of a bat answered his call. Lincoln yelped and recoiled against the stump. The rustling sound flared up one more. It grew louder and louder, ringing in the startled boy’s ears. His heartbeat was picking up speed and each breath he drew was more and more strained. Beads of sweat formed on his forehead. His cape tightened in the panic, almost suffocating him. Lincoln couldn’t even pinpoint where the noise was coming from anymore. The boy latched on to the nearest item he could for comfort. That item just so happened to be Ronnie Anne’s abandoned candy bag. A devilish idea was hatched.  

“If you’re gonna keep tricking me, I guess I’ll just help myself to your treats!” At the utterance of those threatening words, the overbearing rustling subsided. Lincoln smirked knowing he had Santiago by the paws. The boy reached into his partner’s bag, drawing out a random candy. 

	“Oh what’s this,” Lincoln’s rising inflection indicated his desire to aggravate the mischievous, little sneak. He couldn’t have gotten a better pick. “A Cinnamon-Blasted Malt Cracker? Aren’t these your favorite?” Lincoln removed the wrapper and marveled at the reddish-brown treat in the moonlight. “It’s been a while since I had one of these. I hope you don’t mind if I have me a little taste.”

	Lincoln popped the candy in his mouth, savoring the flavor. It was actually pretty disgusting but the satisfaction of ticking off Ronnie Anne made it bearable. “Mmmm, I see why you like these so much, they’re just to die for! I’m just gonna help myself to another one, you’ve got plenty anyways!”

	Lincoln’s wrapper crinkling and over exaggerated lip smacks created a decent amount of noise. It completely drowned out the low humming emanating from behind him. The boy was oblivious to its ever growing volume and ferocity. Danger literally loomed over his shoulders. It wasn’t until the moonlight was hushed by a dark silhouette that Lincoln took notice. By then it was too little too late.

	“A HA! I GOT YOU NOW RONNIE—” Before Lincoln could even finish his sentence, before he could bask in the satisfaction of his successful baiting, the mysterious figure lunged forward. What Lincoln saw in the moonlight for just a split second was not his comrade but a wild, unhinged beast. It filled the boy with a fleeting dread. Ronnie Anne had won. She scared him shitless.

	The beast pounced from atop the stump with claws drawn, ready to make ribbons of the plucky, Loud boy. Her ferocious howl pierced the night sky as she tackled him to the ground. It would be the last sound her prey ever heard. Or it would be if they weren’t just messing around.

	Lincoln winced as he took the brunt of Ronnie Anne’s assault. He nearly choked on the candy he was gobbling on once he hit the ground. The boy let out a defeated groan. His brain rattled about in his head like a maraca as he came to his senses. He opened his eyes and locked glares with his predator. The hungry beast sat atop Lincoln like a cowgirl, pinning him to the floor with the weight of her body. Her paws clutched his arms tight and her hips rested firmly upon his sensitive groin. Her lidded eyes and smug grin revealed a well deserved sense of complacency. She had the high ground and what’s more, she had the defenseless prey in her grasp.

	“Scaaaared ya Savvy~” The rambunctious tween teased, savoring Lincoln’s priceless, flustered expression. Her face hovered mere inches from his own and seemed to inch closer and closer in the darkness. Lincoln felt his heart skip a beat as her noise touched his, trading a pinch of black makeup upon contact. 

	“Did not!” Lincoln denied her claim but his flushed red face said otherwise. Whether it was like that from embarrassment or excitement had remained to be seen. The boy at least attempted to save face despite his compromising position. Ronnie Anne was so close. Lincoln was so conflicted. “I knew it was you the whole time. You didn’t have me fooled for even—”

	Ronnie Anne had more than enough chit-chat at that point. She decided to put something other than words into Lincoln’s mouth for once. 

	Lincoln was silenced instantly as Ronnie Anne smashed her face against his. His anger was quelled when she took things a step further and slipped her tongue into his mouth. Lincoln was taken aback but only for a second. It may not have been his first kiss; much less his first one with Ronnie Anne, but it was an entirely new experience altogether. It drove the pubescent boy absolutely bonkers. His baser instincts kicked in and he fought back against his aggressor’s attack the only way he knew how. Lincoln’s tongue slapped against Ronnie Anne’s, sloppily trading saliva with the 11 year old girl in a wild hormone enraged battle. The boy just couldn’t get enough. He’d trade all the candy in the world if he could keep doing this. His fun would be cut soon enough though.

	After a minute of incredible lip locked action, Ronnie Anne abruptly ended the steamy smooch and pulled her face away. Lincoln was left flabbergasted. His mouth was still puckered as he adjusted to the absence of hot latina lips against his own. His hands aimlessly groped the air as a spot of drool oozed from his mouth. He couldn’t tell if it belonged to him or Ronnie. He liked to think it was hers.

	Ronnie Anne delivered a swift punch to the arm that snapped Lincoln out of his lust-addled daze. The little, dark-skinned tease seductively ran her tongue around those perfect plump lips. Perfect to Lincoln anyways. She lapped up the remaining saliva and began playfully jostling something about in her mouth. “That was for stealing my candy, lame-o. I was just taking back what’s mine, got it?”

	Lincoln hadn’t even noticed. How she was able to so gracefully and inconspicuously steal her candy back from under his tongue was beyond him. It was impressive and excited him immensely, he knew that much. Excited him a bit more than he was expecting actually.

	As Ronnie licked and sucked on her reward, she was caught off guard by the sudden appearance of Savvy’s secret weapon. She felt the lad’s lump expand and stiffen through his multiple layers of clothing. A glimpse was caught earlier but what was happening now was much more than that. This was the kind of reaction she was hoping to illicit. Like a true predator, she just needed to bide her time and wait for the right moment to strike. She was going to tear this cute bunny apart.

	“Hey Ronnie Anne you think you can get me off— I-I mean get off of me now?” Lincoln giggled nervously. He knew damn well what he spilled; he was just testing the girl, seeing if she’d fall for his bait.

	“MMMMMMMnope.” Ronnie bluntly replied with a rather evil looking smile. She bent back down and whispered into Lincoln’s ear. “What are you going to do about it?”

	Lincoln turned his head to face Ronnie Anne. He really did find that smug face and aura she exuded to be oh so endearing. He wondered what other faces she could make. He said nothing in response, opting instead to let his actions speak for him. The boy began struggling with every ounce of strength in his young body, trying to break free from the wolf’s relentless grip. His hips bucked up from underneath the meddlesome girl, his crotch ramming into hers in rapid succession.

	Ronnie Anne released a squeak in surprise that caused her to swallow her candy whole. Her self-satisfied expression began to crack under the pressure. She wasn’t expecting her prey to go on the offensive like this. Her eyes bulged out and she bit her lip as Lincoln’s bucks turned into wild gyrations against her near nubile pussy. The muscles in her thighs tensed up and her grip on Lincoln’s arms grew tighter. The girl’s arms gave way, causing her to collapse forward on to the boy. The tables were slowly turning as Lincoln achieved the high ground.

	Lincoln used the opportunity to rip his hands free from Ronnie Anne’s grip and wrap his arms around her back. Santiago’s body trembled with pleasure as her arms and fists dug into the dirt floor. She couldn’t allow this lame-o to beat her. Not now, not like this. She retaliated, suppressing her partner’s movements and grinding up against his diamond-hard bulge. Lincoln let out a moan of pleasure. Once more, the lascivious wolf was in control of the situation.

	Ace Savvy found himself in quite a pickle. This tantalizing temptress was working him and boy was she working him hard. Raw power and brute force weren’t going to cut it. When dealing with a foe like this, a bit more tact and finesse were needed. 

	The boy did what felt natural and motioned his hands along the subtle curves of Ronnie Anne’s body. The girl didn’t object, not even when his hands settled down atop her firm, round cheeks. The boy worked his knuckles; gently massaging the chica’s fine ass like he was kneading dough. He occasionally gave her fur tail a tug, lifting her leotard ever so slightly. The cold autumn wind against her exposed back end felt liberating and thrilling to say the least. Foregoing the panties was a fine decision that paid off. His actions only further exacerbated the wolf’s internal heat. Her already wide grin was now filled will amorous intent of unimaginable levels.

	“You know Ronnie Anne,” Lincoln’s faltering words between breaths interrupted the silence. Despite that, he continued to let his body explore and toy with hers, not letting up for a moment. “You’ve got a really awesome costume!”

	“Oh shut up lame-o,” Ronne Anne let out a playful chortle, rolling her eyes as far as she possibly could. The feral wolf stretched her claws out, placing them atop the spades insignia on Lincoln’s outfit. Her sharp digits scratched and dug into his chest as she wiggled her hips. She was really getting into this whole wolf shtick. Lincoln was too. “Don’t pretend I didn’t see you checking me out all through the night. Consider yourself lucky I didn’t rip you apart!”

	“Sorry about that, I couldn’t really help myself,” Lincoln chuckled at that very Ronnie Anne-esque response. His pelvis continued to grind against the girl without relent. Even at his age Lincoln knew that what he was doing was wrong, but he wasn’t about to let his face show any guilt or remorse. Besides, it felt to incredible to just up and stop. “I’m glad I tagged along though. We scored so much candy and I’m having a blast hanging out with you, even in these spooky as heck woods!” 

	The tiny latina couldn’t help but blush. It almost sickened her how adorable this kid was. He made her laugh and smile. He made her chest palpitate. He made her womanhood quiver and quake. With a shameful pout she averted her gaze from the cute white haired boy and ceased her motions. Lincoln begrudgingly grinded to a halt as well, worried he said something that didn’t jive with the girl.

	The playful wolf lifted herself off of the grounded boy. Her crotch was still recovering from their heated grinding session and her shivering legs showed it. She pressed her thighs together to suppress the funny feeling down below; as well as to hide the moist stain in her leotard. Lincoln chuckled as Ronnie Anne awkwardly shuffled over and took a seat on the stump.

	“You know I don’t like being tricked Lincoln,” the fiery tomboy’s tone was a serious one. She placed a palm atop the brittle wood and sighed. A free hand ran backwards through her wiry black hair, removing her wolf-ear headband as well as the scrunchie that held her ponytail together. A wild mess of sexy, dark locks were unleashed upon the world. The salacious Santiago stared at Lincoln with an aggravated look. Her thick brows were furled. Her buck teeth stood out in front of her aloof, 180 degree excuse of a smile. “I’d rather kick back with a nice treat anyways. So don’t tell me you had fun tonight. Show me, lame-o.”

	Lincoln loved the way Ronnie Anne’s thick mane swayed freely in the breeze. It never actually crossed his mind what she appeared like with it down. He was digging it. To anyone else but Lincoln, her stance was a sign that she was dangerous and wouldn’t hesitate to bite. To him though, it was just an invitation. An invitation to create the most memorable Halloween a horny 11 year old could possibly imagine.

	The fabric of Lincoln’s undies began to strain under pressure. The young lad on the cusp of manhood traipsed along the forest clearing like a curious puppy.  He cautiously approached the stump and the wanting woman before him.  His palms were sweaty and his ankles grew weak. Seeing Ronnie Anne offer herself like that awoke the carnal urges within his growing body. Lincoln may not have had any prior experience but he had a strong gut feeling of what needed to be done.

	Lincoln arched forward and dropped the outermost undies. Ronnie ogled intently. He unzipped the second layer of clothing, his vibrant red pants. Lincoln’s bulge grew bigger and bigger with each removed article of his ensemble. The girl smirked. Her hand wandered north, circling the protruding nub atop her chest. She was greatly enjoying the show. ‘Only one more to go,’ Lincoln repeated to himself as he gripped the elastic and lowered it just enough to breathe. The brisk breeze tickled slightly. He had never exposed himself to anyone like this before.

	“Is this alright with you Ronnie Anne,” Lincoln’s erect member twitched as it pierced the air. “I guess I’m ready when you are. You ARE ready, right?”

	“Geez Lincoln. ¿Donde estas las pelotas?” She rolled her eyes once more. Lincoln didn’t even have time to ask what that foreign phrase meant. Ronnie Anne slipped a finger under her leotard pulling the narrowest part to the side of her thigh. In one fell swoop, the seductive woof exposed her most sensitive area to the elements and subsequently, the young lad standing before her.

	Lincoln’s fascination and intrigue were immeasurable. He wasn’t typically the type to stare but this was an exception. He was enticed by the thickness of her labia; the way those dark, puffy mounds pressed against one another with such chemistry. He appreciated the way the moonlight glistened against her moist privates, thirsty for the matching piece he possessed. He loved that his cock pointed to the X on her metaphorical treasure map, knowing just where to start digging. The damn thing had a mind of its own as it guided the white haired boy directly to the latina’s front door. 

	Lincoln wielded his manhood like a sword as he pressed it up against his partner’s tight flower. He gave the girl a quick glance as he slowly forced his head into the tight space between her legs. Ronnie Anne snickered, enjoying the jolt of pleasure that accompanied it. Lincoln stifled back a moan. Only the tip was in and he already felt like his dick was going to explode. Words couldn’t begin to describe the sensation he experienced as he pressed further on into her.

	Ronnie Anne twiddled her fingers, massaging her rock hard nipples through her outfit. She still couldn’t believe that she was actually doing this, and out in the open too. She could feel the immense heat radiating from Lincoln’s cute, alluring cock. Doing lewd stuff like this with another definitely beat using the remote control. It was a hell of a lot better than she expected. She certainly didn’t expect what Lincoln would do next though.

	Lincoln Loud grabbed Ronnie Anne by the arms and forced the girl back against the top of the stump. Her stoic expression transformed into one of surprise. Her feet listlessly dangled off the side of the stump as she laid back with Lincoln directly over her. Her hair was sprawled out over the wood in all directions. She looked into the boy’s eyes and for a split second, she felt just a pinch of fear. She kind of liked it.

	“What’s wrong Ronnie Anne, did I scare ya?” Lincoln giggled. It was his turn to be the scary wolf now.

	“In your dreams lame-o!” Ronnie Anne playfully scoffed. She was on the defense now. While not the submissive type, she didn’t mind the interesting role reversal. ‘What better night to act different from what you normally are than on Halloween’ she humored herself. “You just caught me by surprise, that’s all. Nothing you do could scare me in a million—”

	Lincoln was the one who was done talking now. Just as she did moments earlier, he decided to silence her with a trick of his own.

	Lincoln slammed his crotch forward with all his might, completely impaling Ronnie Anne in one lightning fast motion. Santiago’s words crashed into the back of her teeth. All that escaped was a guttural moan that fluctuated in volume. Lincoln knew he had hit her buttons. 

	Ronnie Anne felt every muscle in her body contract.  Her bawled up fists were powerless to do anything under her current state. The pain was sharp. It hurt harder than any hit she had ever taken before. Lincoln’s was exerting more pressure than she could handle. Her crotch was a thunderstorm of pure pleasure and agony. She couldn’t get enough.

	Lincoln could feel a tremendous amount of tension downstairs. His throbbing dick was literally sandwiched between the tight walls of Ronnie’s warm pussy. He felt the desire to relive the moment and his instincts told him how to follow up. The white haired boy extracted his dick up to the tip, keeping the connection between the two adolescents in place. Ronnie Anne took the opportunity to breathe a sigh of relief.  Her moment of reprieve would be short-lived however. With a deep breath, Lincoln penetrated the girl once more. He didn’t sit on his feelings or urges this time. The boy went all out, repeating the motions in ever increasing velocity and force. In and out in and out. It was all Lincoln really knew anymore.

	“Ay pinche mierda…” The sexy, subdued wolf muttered under baited breaths. Her voice undulated and faltered with each rhythmic thrust her partner delivered. Her body rocked about on the old stump like a ragdoll as Lincoln rammed into her over and over again. Savvy had effectively quelled the beast and there wasn’t a single thing she could do about it. Ronnie Anne wouldn’t admit it to the boy but he did in fact have her scared. Scared of just how amazing her body felt as he fucked her silly.

	Lincoln’s eyes travelled from the satisfied expression on her face to the small blossoming breasts that jostled under her leotard. They were tiny, near non-existent but the promise was there. No panties, no training bra, no nothing. This wild girl was playing a dangerous game with her revealing attire. Lincoln released Ronnie’s arm from his grip. He slammed one palm on to the stump next to her for support. The other motioned down quickly, firmly cupping her tiny titty in his hand.

	“I don’t remember giving you permission to do that Ace,” Ronnie’s bedroom eyes teased. The licentious girl sat up slightly, still combating the wicked thrusts that filled every fiber of her body with sweet bliss. “You know I’m gonna have to kick your butt later to teach you a lesson.”

	“I’ll hold you to that Santiago.” She wasn’t the only one who could show off a bit of snark. Lincoln continued to work her cute, budding breast, massaging the girl with each rock of the hand. The trick his dexterous fingers provided proved to be a delectable treat.  
 
	Ronnie Anne swung back with a vengeance once her playful partner’s guard dropped. She placed her hands on the boy’s freckled cheeks, scrunching his face and catching him by surprise. The little latina was slowly reclaiming her role as the predator. She pulled her prey in close, sensually mauling his face with her tongue and lips. Lincoln accepted his fate and allowed the wolf to utterly devour him with her carnal kiss.  Her skin was frigid from the cold Michigan wind but she still felt so damn hot. Both of the trick-or-treaters began to work up a sweat as they became entangled in one another’s limbs.  Their sensual moans and groans echoing throughout the woods. Rumors of the forest being haunted by ghosts were born as a result of their feral, passionate ruckus. 

	Lincoln continued to pulverize the feisty chica’s brown box. A swelling sensation in his cock that shot up to his stomach signaled his oncoming climax. His breathing grew heavy and his tongue was tired from wrestling with Ronnie’s but he did not relent. Ronnie Anne felt like she was about to pass out from the sheer ecstasy. She was glad to have shared this marvelous and scary new experience with him.

	With a final series of thrusts, Lincoln wrapped his arms around the wolf and pulled her in close. Ronnie Anne followed in suit, her domineering side shone through as her claws dug in to his back. Lincoln unleashed a ferocious grunt followed by a long drawn out sigh. He shot out every drop of jizz his growing 11 year old body could muster at the moment. It wasn’t much but to the one receiving, it was more than enough. Ronnie Anne bit her lip and whimpered in joy. Her once taught frame unleashed every ounce of tension she had stored up. She had only just begun to come down from her exotic post-sex high.

	Lincoln took a moment to collect his thoughts and rest. That whole ordeal was something else to say the least. He carefully pulled out of the dark-skinned lass, unplugging himself from her and severing their physical connection. His once mighty tool had shriveled up like an old balloon. He tucked his member back in and zipped up, allowing the hard working fella to get some much deserved rest.

	Ronnie Anne held her leotard open and watched in fascination as Lincoln’s seed slowly oozed out of her. It was simultaneously gross and cool. What wasn’t cool was when a bit dripped on to her faux wolf tail. That thing was dry clean only! Not even the stump was spared by the messy aftermath as its side was tainted by a streak of the youngster’s jizz. Oh if that ancient lump of wood could speak.

	A moment of silence passed between the 2 pubescent trick-or-treaters. Ronnie Anne cleaned herself up and fixed her mop of hair back into a ponytail. Lincoln was kind of bummed by that. The boy continuously adjusted his junk all the while picking at some candy to take his mind off things.

	“It’s pretty late now,” Ronnie Anne was the first to speak up after their little moment. Her arrogant tone returned once more. She spoke as if nothing had even happened. The sassy wolf bent over and picked up her bag of treats. Lincoln couldn’t help but enjoy the view every time she showed her delicious, brown booty off. “Come on lame-o let’s get moving.”

	“Alright, just give me a sec to—”

	*BZZZT* 

	The sound of muffled static scared Lincoln more than anything else these past few hours. He nearly had a heart attack right there on the spot. Ronnie Anne jumped a bit as well. At least Lincoln didn’t see. He never would have let her live down how he indirectly gave her a spook after all that hot air she blew.

	“Lincoln…  *BZZZT* do… you read…*BZZZT* me loud and clear?”

	“Clyde! Uh, I mean One-Eyed Jack!” Lincoln dug his walkie-talkie from out of his candy bag and responded. “I’m so sorry partner, something suddenly came up and I forgot all about our rendezvous!”

	“Forget about the names and all that! You’ve got bigger things to worry about.”

	“Bigger things?” Lincoln continued his conversation as he and Ronnie Anne began their trek out of the woods. “Bigger things like what?”

	“Your parents have been calling my parents for the past hour since they thought you were with me. You were supposed to be home by 8, right? Well it’s nearly 9!”

	“WHAT!” Lincoln scrambled for his stopwatch. It was 20 minutes to 9 o’ clock. The boy felt his heart drop like a sick beat at a rave. He can’t believe he lost track of time like that. No one was able to cover for him either. He couldn’t imagine the world of trouble and pain he was going to be in. He’d be lucky if he lived to see Thanksgiving.

	“I’ve been trying to get a hold of you for some time. Your entire family is looking for you man!”

	“Aw geez. I’ll talk to you later Clyde thanks for looking out buddy.” Lincoln began to panic. He didn’t know how he was going to explain himself. There was no way in hell he was going to tell anyone what he was really up to. Ronnie Anne looked on in concern as Lincoln yelled into his device. She didn’t know what was going down but it sounded serious. 

	Lincoln threw his walkie-talkie into his bag. The boy’s face was one of worry and fear. He grabbed Ronnie Anne by the arm and dragged her along the dirt path at breakneck speeds. “Come on Ronnie Anne we’ve gotta get moving NOW!”

	“Lincoln what’s wrong,” The confused wolf seemed generally scared for her friend. “Did something bad happen?”

	Lincoln didn’t answer; he just didn’t have the time. The couple bolted out of the Royal Oaks Forest and back past Shallowpool, leaving the exciting events of the night behind them.

	The 2 kids ducked and swerved between trick-or-treaters, cut through alleyways and ran from dogs during their perilous venture back home. Neither spoke a word, only their huffing and puffing kept them company in their race against time. Ronnie was giddy as hell, enjoying the rush she got from the trouble they might potentially be in. For Lincoln’s sake she tried not to show it. As they rounded a corner and prepared to pick up the pace, a set of headlights blinded the kids and prevented them from progressing.

	“LINCOLN LOUD, YOU ARE LITERALLY A DEAD MAN!”

	“Oh no…” Lincoln felt his world stop spinning. His heart sank into his stomach and he felt like he was about to vomit. The jig was up, he had been defeated. He couldn’t see who was there but the familiar voice was all he needed to hear to clue him in.

	The sound of a car door opening and slamming made the kid tense up. A thumping pair of footsteps grew louder and louder as the mysterious figure approached him. The next thing the frightened boy knew, he had been lifted into the air by the collar of his outfit. He cracked open an eye and stared at the intimidating figure before him. He wasn’t expecting the Bride of Frankenstein to chew him out.

	“I got a call from mom and dad saying you hadn’t come home so you know what they did? THEY DRAGGED ME AWAY FROM THE HALLOWEEN PARTY ME AND BOBBY WERE AT. I LITERALLY SPENT THE PAST HOUR DRIVING AROUND TOWN LIKE AN IDIOT LOOKING FOR A WHITE HAIRED BOY IN HIS UNDERWEAR. DO YOU THINK THAT’S HOW I WANTED TO SPEND MY HALLOWEEN?!?!”

	Lincoln’s head was ringing from the vicious assault on his poor, sensitive ears. Out of all the people that found him, why did it have to be Lori?

	“Whoa calm down babe,” Another voice interjected, trying to play the role of peacekeeper. “We found him and that’s what matters. Besides we can still head back to the party afterwards.”

	“Hey Bobby. Nice mummy outfit…” Lincoln nervously waved to the teen wrapped up in toilet paper, seating in the passenger seat of the van. It stalled the time until he had to deal with his actual problems.

	“What’s up little dude,” His laid back demeanor really helped put Lincoln at ease. “You’re in quite a bit of trouble you know that? I’d hate to be in your shoes right now.” Those last lines however, didn’t.

	“What’s up bro.” Ronnie Anne spoke up, greeting her sibling with just a hint of attitude.

	“Hey sis!” The realization of his little sister’s presence hit Bobby like a softball to the head. “OH THAT’S RIGHT. I completely forgot that you left earlier to go trick-or-treating with Lincoln. You should have called or something.”

	Ronnie Anne blushed and turned her head. She didn’t want Lincoln to know that she intentionally tracked him down so they could hang out together on Halloween. The Loud boy was a bit too preoccupied at the moment to worry about that though.

	“Ronnie Anne?” Lori pulled her searing gaze off of Lincoln for a moment to acknowledge the girl’s presence. The immense rage of the eldest Loud began to simmer down. Her gaze shifted from the girl, to Lincoln, and then back to the girl once more. “Oh. OOOOOOOOH!”

	Lori’s anger had completely subsided once she LITERALLY put two and two together. Lincoln stared at the smug, knowing grin his big sister gave him. His face was redder than the undies he wore.

	“Lincoln why didn’t you say you were out trick-or-treating with Ronnie Anne?” Lori spoke in a rather condescending tone to the boy, almost as if he was a baby. She gently lowered her little brother to the ground. She dusted off his costume, fixed his cape and straightened his hair for him. “That is so cute! You really should have called or something though. You know how mom and dad get.” It was astounding how quick she could flip at times.

	“Well it just kind of happened out of the blue and and and—” Lincoln was at a loss for words. He was too high-strung to think coherently.

	“You just wanted to have some spooky fun with your little girlfriend! I really should give you a beat-down for causing all this trouble but you know what a great sister I can be. Hurry up and get your butts in the van, we got to go.”

	Lincoln nervously glanced at Ronnie Anne. The girl had a palm over her mouth, trying to hide her obvious snickers. The boy felt like he had just dodged a bullet. Defeated and tired, the boy and his accomplice crawled into the van and took off. He stared out the window knowing once he got home he’d never be able to leave again for breaking his promise.

	“Hey lame-o,” Ronnie Anne whispered from the adjacent seat. Lincoln’s tired eyes turned to his partner in crime. “Catch.”

	Santiago tossed a round object at the emotionally drained boy. Lincoln unenthusiastically caught the object and took a gander at it under the fleeting streetlights. A Cinnamon-Blasted Malt Cracker, Ronnie Anne’s all time favorite. Lincoln removed the wrapper and chucked the candy into his mouth. Just as gross as he remembered. “Thanks Ronnie Anne.” 

	Lincoln yawned and slipped his hand in between Ronnie Anne’s. Her warm, comforting grip felt especially pleasant. The cute wolf giggled and tightened down on the weary boy’s hand.

“I’ll try and talk mom and dad down a bit Lincoln but you’re going to be on your own after a while,” Lori informed her brother about the riot act he would soon be read. “What the heck were you two doing that kept you out so late anyways?”

	“Shallowpool,” Ronnie Anne quickly replied in the boy’s place. The girl let out a yawn as well, the aftermath of their intense session finally taking its toll. “We were trick-or-treating down near Shallowpool. That’s where all the good stuff is at.”

	“Ooooh Shallowpool~,” Lori’s eyes sparkled. The 17 year old fawned like a schoolgirl upon hearing that name. “Remember last year when we went to Shallowpool Bobby?”

	“I sure do babe, I sure do. That was a blast.” Bobby happily reminisced.

	“Me and Bobby were at a friend’s house last year who just so happened to live on that street,” Lori happily strolled down memory lane as she drove closer and closer towards the Loud residence. “We partied, ate a ton of candy, played Truth-or-Dare, entered the Royal Oaks Forest and—”

	“UH BABE, I THINK THAT’S ENOUGH OF THAT STORY.” Bobby pleaded with a nervous laugh.

	“Oh right right right, what was I thinking,” Lori reprimanded herself for getting lost in her nostalgia. “So did you guys have a fun Halloween? Guys?”

	The spooky night proved to be an adventure and a half for both Lincoln and Ronnie Anne. The 2 troublemakers succumbed to their overwhelming exhaustion, dozing off in the back seat of the van, still gripping one another's hands. A new Halloween pastime was created back in the forest on that stump. They were already looking forward to the tricks and treats that awaited them together next year.